deventn uavairy, Uuster's old command* So the word was passed
around to make a dash for the Agency at the first indication of
trouble.
During the night their ponies had strayed. Early next morning
Yellow Robe and his father went out to find them, leaving his
mother and uncle to break camp. While they were gone the
soldiers swarmed into the Sioux5 camp, began throwing things
out of the tepees looking for guns. One of them struck a woman,
someone fired a shot, the slaughter began, and ended only when
all the Sioux in sight had been killed.
Yellow Robe and his father heard the firing and crept to a
ledge overlooking the camp. Then, as they were unarmed, they
dashed away to the Agency for help. He said that out of about
two hundred and forty Sioux at Wounded Knee that morning
not more than two dozen escaped, and half of those were
wounded.
When he mentioned going to Washington the following summer
with his father and another Indian, to lay their claims before the
Government, we began comparing notes in earnest. He had no
difficulty recalling the white boy they had met on the train in
Nebraska, who addressed him in the only four Sioux words he
knew.
Next evening, while waiting in the railroad station at Omaha,
occurred one of those small, fortuitous events designed by fate
to change the entire course of a life. There had been a fire in a
hotel with the loss of several lives, and a moon-faced newsboy
with an armful of papers was trying vainly to call attention to
an extra edition. During the ten or fifteen minutes I watched
him standing listlessly against a wall, his squeaky sing-song voice
lost in the shuffling crowd, he sold exactly two papers. It was
painful to see a noble profession thus humbled, a golden op-
portunity wasted. Finally I could stand the agony no longer. My
train was due, but on a quick impulse I offered to sell his papers
if he stood guard over my valise.
Uncle Ike, Grandfather and the farm in Iowa were forgotten.
With a fat bundle under my arm, and a disastrous fire to speed
their sale, the zest for action was racing through my veins. Had
I lost the knack of stopping them in their tracks, I wondered,
with the good old raucous cry I had not heard in years?